
WHAT A CHILD TELLS
FROM BURIED POMPEII.

Last Days Lived Again by Mrs.
Frances Hodgson Burnett.

LED BY A SHADOW CHILD.

Scenes Depicted in the City That Was Blotted
Out of Life by Vesuvius.

It would be very difficult to tell anything at all
definite about her.
One can only try to imagine what she was 'Ike,

what she thought, what she did ar.cl how her young
life was passed. And imagination, however powerful,can scarcely be relied on to depict io one very
clearly and truly the things that hapjjened mora
than eighteen hundred years ago.
More than eighteen hundred years ago she died

in the ancient city of Pompeii, an awful tragio
death, which two thousand people shared with her,
perishing in the most overwhelming catastrophe
the world has ever known.
And yet to-day one can pass through tho streets

she wallted about in, staud in the "peristylium" or

court of the house which was perhaps the one she
lived in, and where her favorite ilowers grew,
and whore she amused herself by watching
the goldfishes in the little oblong stone lined
pool which we are told was called the Piscina.
One sees, perhaps, her very own little bedroom,

where she slept, with her playthings about her, as

rosy and peaceful as other little girls sleep to-day
in their bedrooms in London or New York.
And one can stand and look down pityingly at the

slender lava and asli encrusted little form, which
was all that the great eruption of Mount Vesuvius
on the 24th of August, A. D. 79, left of her childish
body.
She is lying by her mother, just as she fell when

tliey were trying to escape among the blinding
showers of hot ashes, red hot lapilli or small fragmentsof pumice stone, and the sudden deluge of
boiliug water, which the great volcano poured
forth alternately and sometimes all at once, and
which turned the beautiful day into black night,
filled the air with shrieks of terror and the narrow
streets with bewildered, agonized people losing
their way and stumbling in tho horrible darkness
as they were flying for their lives.

t;>'bciiying ancient dead.

Many hundred years she lay in the darkness with
the gay, luxurious little city she had lived in and
which the quaking earth had broken into ruins
and the burning mountain had covered with
shower after shower of lapilli and ashes until it
was buried twenty feet deep, no trace of it left to
show that it had ovor existed.
Wiion one stands in the smallmusoum and looks
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looks mora lite a curiously rough gray image than
anything else, it is difficult to think of it as the
body of a real, living young creature, warm and
soft and full of movement and color. And yet she
was so.eighteen hundred and eleven years ago.

If she had died as others do she would have
been dust centuries ago, but as it is she lies in the
tiuy Pompeii museum in a glass case, near that
other lava encrusted image, which is supposed to

have been her mother, and with other like images
near her, and one stands and looks at her with
thrilled wonder and tries to imagine what she
looked like, what her short life was, antl if all was
quickly over when she fell, amid the stifling ashes,
the sulphurous vapor, the sudden, unnatural
gusts of hot wind, the flashes of ghastly lightningand the awful volcano's thunder.
In a case near her there is a poor dog with what

seems to have been quite a beautiful collar rouid
his neck. He is lying in a distorted position on his
back, his feet in the air and his mouth open, as if
ho had died on giving a last yelp of terror and
nain. I wondered if perhaps he had been her dog,
and I hoped he was not or that she had not heard
his poor cry for tho help which she could not give.

WITH IMAGINATION'S HELP.
It was her figure which was my companion all

thr soft sunny day as I wandered through the once
brilliant little city wht-re she had lived and died.
My friends did not see her, but I did and fancied
even that I felt the touch of her little hand. No
one could hear her, for she moved so softly. But
when I imagined that she walked with me she was
no longer a poor little gray lava encrusted thing,
but supple and pretty and soft and clothed in the
delicate graceful garments she wore so long ago.
or at least as noarly as my imagination, assisted by
Alma Tadoma's beautiful p.ctures, could array her.
But for those wondorful pictures I think I could

not have really called her to life, but remembering
them I made a little shadow which seemed almost
more than a shadow.a slender figure, in a graceful
Ail tit: nuac biitiii; laiiiii^ iu oiiuyic, iwrn.v 1U1U8 »i»u

witli a border of gold or purple or purple and gold
together. She hail eruall sandals on her slim feet
and a light wreath of flowers on her delicate head.
As for hi-r face, I only seemed to see that it was
aweet and Innocent and fair, that there was a childishrose bloom on her cheeks, that her eyes were
deep and shadowy under their long lashes, and
that she had blue-black hair which was not long,
but waved softly about her head and neck and
shaded her forehead a little, as it might if she
lived In the present day.
She was my guide, and she seemed to tell me

many things and make the dead, ancient city live
again, though I do not know how ! understood her,
for I think she used to speak Latin when she was
alive. But there was a guide in uniform who led
our party, and as he explained things in French
perhaps X stole the words from him ana alter«il
them and added to them and translated them into
the music of the voice that ceased speaking 1,811
years ago.

I have many interesting days in my life to remember,but among them all there is not one
which stands out as a memory so utterly, strangely
beautiful and absorbing as that day spent ram-
bling through the streets and ruins of a long, long
dead city warmly flooded with an Italian sun. It
must have been such a gav and brilliant little
place, with its richly colored and decorated houses,
their flower wreathed red or yellow columns, their
bright courtyards, their fountains and vines, the
graceful temples and theatres and villas, the great
mountain behind, the blue Mediterranean at its
feet.

WHAT MY LITTLE SHADOW TOLD.
"It was very beautiful," I thought my little

shadow told me. "The people were so gay and
rich. It was not so stately and magnificent as
Borne, but it was so bright and luxurious. There
were so many flowers everywhere, the sky was
alwajs so blue and the sun so warm. We lived so
much out of aoors, wo used to sit and work and
take our meals in tho open court, and the wine
cups were wreathed with flowers and garlands
hung from the columns and were twined about
them, and we wore fresh garlands on our heads
every one wore them when there was gayety and
feasting."
"You were never afraid of the great mountain

then," I said, ai)d I looked up at it as it towered so
near us, dark and bare looking and sullen, with its
cloud of smoke rolling upward and about Its summit.
"No one was afraid of it then.particularly not

the children. We used to hear that years before.
when some of us were not born.there had been a
great earthquake which the mountain had caused,
but it seemed so quiet and peaceful then, covered
with beautiful meadows,* and the earthquake
seemed to us to have been so long ago that it
woul have seemed only like a legend if wo had
not been able to see some of the ruins it had made
and the I''orum which was being rebuilt. It was
not fiuishod when tho great eruption came, which
burned everything. When you go into it to-dav
you will see the unfinished columns just as the
slaves left them when they turned and lied into
the darkness to try to save their lives."
And then there came to my mind a paragraph I

remembered reading in Bulwer's "Last Da>*s of
Pompeii."
"At one of the public edifices appropriated to

the business of the city workmen wero employed
upon the columns, and you heard the noise of
their labor every now and then, rising above the
hum of the multitude. The columns are unfinished
to this day."
w e wont into the ruins or the Forum.the great

mart and gathering place of thoso ancient days.
and saw the rows of incompleted pillars, standing
still. To one who was not loid their story they
would look as If they had all been broken smoothly
off at about the same height.

GAYKTlES OF DAIS OP OLD.
"It was very busy and gay here once," my small

shadow sermed to tell me. "There were such
crowds of people coming and going. They came to
meet each other if they were rich and idle, to do
all sorts of business, to buy and sell, to saunter
and look on, to sit end eat and drink and talk over
all that happened, t'he magistrates decided cases
here. There was the Temple of Jupiter, where
the Senators met. The «aruients worn wero so
graceful and so rich. There was so much purple
and cold and ornament. Ihe clasps and girdles of
the rich ones sparkled with jewels, and they wore
such splendid rings and chains. There was so
much luxury and pleasure and tho people seocued
to enjoy themselves so. This place used to seem
like a great brilliant fair."
One hears so much of the past luxuries and

splendors of this small dead city that in visiting it
one wonders continually how this luxury exhibited
itseJf. The streots are so very narrow that an orL
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dinary modern carriage could not pass through
them. In the clays when people drove through the
narrow streets two whet>led chariuts were
used.one sees to-day the deep grooves
worn by the wheels into the stone of
the pavoment.we are toJd that there were
numbers of such chariots, and that they
were very eleeant and eluborate in their art;st;o
decoration, but how it would be possible for two
to pass eaoh other, when the worn grooves seem to
prove there was barely room for the wheels of one,
is a mystery which appears unexplained. Our
guide oould not tell us, and as he could not I could
not imagine the answer iny shadow might have
given.
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once; that they were filled with richly attired
people, jewelled and clad in Tyrian dyes; that
beautiful women, gracefully veiled, passed through
them followed by slaves; that the shops glitteredwith wonderful and beautiful things, that
ono caught glimpses of fountains ana exquisite
temples and triumphal arches, that all was brightnessand grace and color and wealth of lifo. Todayone only sees the narrow streets, the broken
columns, the falien temples and the ruins of the
houses that were their owners tombs 1,800 years

I.ED BY A SHADOW GT7IDE.
Though my shadow companion could not make

me understand what her answers might have been
to some of the questions I should have liked to
ask. and which neither my imagination nor the
uniformed guide could reply to, yet I think her
presence helped me to giro some fancied life and
color to the ruined houses, ana ina-ie them somethingas they might havo been when thoy were
homes.
Through street after narrow street wo walked

through houses and temples, through forums and
once sumptuous baths and theatres. The excavationswhich are made by the government are still
going on. The silent streets, the ruins themselves
seem to be kept swept and in order. Sut for the
hrnlrnn V>«11k and rnlumriR th« rnnfl«t« Vinilriiiin.1

left open to the sunshine, all is so tree from ob-
stacles and rubbish that ono says to one's self again
and again, "Eighteen centuries! eighteen centuries
since Pompeiian feet trod these stones."
The large streets are called "Strada," the smaller

ones "Bicolo." The Strada di Mercurio (the Street
of Mercury), the Strada della Fortuna (the Street of
Fortune), the Strada dell' Abbondanza (the Street
of Abundance), tlie Stradadelle Tcrme (Streoi. of tne
Baths), Strada del Furo (Street of the Forums the
Bicolo del Fa:ino (Little Street of the Faun), Uicolo
del Balcone Pensile (Street of the Hanging Balcony).
These are, of course, only a few of the names.

All the houses have their names also, most of them
taken from some statue or painting which decoratedthem. Some of them given by the scientific
excavators, and were taken from seal or Biguet
ring found in the ruins.
There is the Casa di Apollo (House of Apolloi. the

House of Adon>6, the House of Castor and Pollox,
the House of the Faun, the House of the Little
Fountain and of the Great Fountain, the House of
the Tragic Poet, the House of IJansa, the Hoitse of
Sallust, the House of the Centaur. They are all
names like tbess. ,

HOUSFS OF EIGHTEEN KUN'EBED TEARS AGO.
Tn the present day when a man builds a house he

builds it solely after his own tastes and fancies.
His entrance hall is square or oblong, or irregular,
as he pleases; he builds as many stories as he is
lu^imou iu uiuuuij ju« piuc«s uis uiiimi; ruum, ms
bedroom and library just where he thinks best. Iu
other times there seems to have boeu an idea that
the houses men lived in should naturally be as
much alike as the shells on the backs of snails and
tortoises are like each other. In London one sees
lows and rows of melancholy structures all exactly
the same. One sees them in New York, though
there they aro not smoke begrimed all to one hopelesslydingy shade. And in Pompeii one passes
from street to street and ixnds in all the houses tho
one plan.
One enters, through a narrow passage the vostibulum,which leads one to a court, which was

called the "atrium," and which has in the centre a
sort of square, shallow pool, made in the mosaic
pavement to receive tho rain wator which emptied
itself into it from the aperture in the sloping roof.
This was called the "impluvlum." At the opposite
end of this "atrium" was a room called the "tablinum,"and all around it tiny rooms which, iu
modern days, wouid seem scarcely more than
closets. But it was the centre court or "peristylium"where the people really lived, and which 1 am
sure they must have felt to be truly their home.
Surely they could not have spent much time in tho
tinv rooms, which had no windows, and no doors
to close.only drat>eries to hang over them.
But tho "peristyle" tvaa open to the sunshine

and the blue Southern Italian sliy. There was a
colonnade arouna it, whose columns wore garilanded with flowers. The centre was a garden.
There was the tiny piscina with the gold fish;
there were pedestals with vases of brilliant flowersupon them; perhaps there was a fountain, and
sometimes a graceful statue.
Around this peristyle there were othertiny rooms

in which the people of the house must have slept.
They used to sit in the shade of the colonnade aud
work or receive their guests there.

I tried to imagine one of these houses as it
was when my little shadow, with tho blueblackhair and deep, soft eyes and the white
tunic, played in the peristylium. X tried to
make a picture of tho red and yellow columns,tho gav colors, tho frescoes, tua
rich draperies, the mosaic pavements, the graoeful
couches of bronze, ornamented with gold and silver,the wonderful sumptuous stuffs thrown over
them. But though with the hejp of what I had
heard and read and seen I could make a sort of
half antique Itomau, half antique Grecian picture,
I could not lind in it very definite surroundings for
my little girl.

CHILDREN or POMI-BII.
What did children do eighteen hundred years

ago? Does any one really know? I think there
were no antique Pompeiian dolls oxcavated. I saw
none in the museum. But surely she had somethingof wood or stone or some composition, which
was made in the form of a miniature child, and
which she could hold in her arms and sing to sleep,
and dress when it awakened, in a doll's tunic, and
sandals and girdle, and for whose head she could
twine a tiny garland of flowers. Ah, it must have
Viaah Mf>. fiVATi nioh foftii hnnrlrrwl n.nrl (jlovon Traoro

ago.
She had 110 books to read; even the grown up

people had scarcely any. "A very small room," we
are told, "was sufficient to contain the few rolls of
papyrus whicli the ancients deemed a notable collectionof boots." She must have looked at the
frescoes on the walls, the pictured legends of gods
and goddesses, and told herself stories about them.
Perhaps her mother told her about them, too, and
perhaps there was some favorite slave.a sort of
Pompeiian Uncle iiemus, who could tell stories of
goddesses and gods, of Pawns and Satyrs, and of
his own country, .rum which he had perhaps been
taken as a prisoner of war.
For the rest she had the flowers and the goldfish;it may be, some birds or a pet dog with a

golden collar.
NATURE'S TTHCHANGING BEAUTIES.

"There was the beautiful sea, too," I fancied her
saying. "It was as blue as the sky, and there were
ships coming and going from strange countries.
And we loved the mountain then. It was beautiful,too. It was coverod with lovely soft green
meadows, and the most fertile vineyards were
upon it. The grapes in them were larger and
more purple and sweeter than those that grow anywhereelse. Only at the very top it was sterile,
and the earth was like ashes, and the rocks were
blackened as if they had been burned. Wise men
who had climbed to look at them used to say
strange thinjis about them and tell strange stories.
They said that it might once have been a volcano,
one of the mountains that are filled with fire, and
which sometimes spout forth flames and showers of
boiling water and molten stones. They were stories
which made me afraid, but I could not help drawingnear to listen when they talked; but I did not
believe that ever there had been a time when
our beautiful green mountain had beeri-so terrible.The children used to talk about it among
themselves and speak of the soft grass and tho
flowers that grew on it, and the sweet purple and
white grapes in the vineyards, and say it must be
all a philosopher's legend and could not be true."

PAGAN TEMPLES AND SITES.
We went to tho wonderful baths where the rich

and idle spont the greator part of their days lounging,talking, listening to the reading of some poet,
and passing under the hands or" slaves through
the luxurious process of b&thing. We saw the
public fountains at the ends of the streets, with
the grooves worn away in the stone by the many
hands and vessels which had rested there wheu
water was drawn. We explored the temples of the
gods.of Apollo, of Mercury, of Jupiter, of Hercules,of Venus, of Fortune, and the temple of thu
Egyptian god Isis, through the lips of whose image
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"People used to come hero, oxnlained my
shadow, "to oak if their voyages and ventures and
other affairs would be successful. It was very wonderfulto hear Isis (jive them her answers."

It must have seemed vei'y won ierful then, hut it
dues not seem so wonderful to-day when ona Is
shown the secret staircase which was found among
the excavations, and which was the means by
which the priests used to make their way to the
place behind the goddess from where their voices
would st em to come trom her oracular lips,
"But none of the gods prophesied what was comingon that terrible day," I said. "There was no

warning."
We had walked for hours through the narrow,

sunny, silont streets; wo haa sat on the steps of
altars of the ruined temples; we had stood in the
amphitheatre where the glad ators fought with
wild beasts and with each other, and where the
blood of criminals and martyrs flowed upon the
sands of the arena amid the applause of these
strange people, to whom the agonies of despair and.
death were an amusement.

SHADOWS OF VESUVIUS.
All the day I feit the presence of the mountain

brooding over us and the ruins it had made, it
Koeuied such an awful, sullen, mysterious power.
Who could tell what it might do at any moment?
Silent and cairn for centuries, the very cattle at
one time browsing on its crater, who could have
feared it? Luxurious little cities had clustered at
its feet, homes and happiness and pleasure had
grown beneath its soft, smiling shadow. But here
one stranger from a far awiy country sat wondering
and dreaifting on the stops of the altars of the Templeof Venr.fi ;n the ruins of Pompeii.
As I triod to imagine that strange, awful last

day 1 tried also to make quite real my little slendershadow with the blue back hair. I wanted to
know what she had thought and felt. Poor little
shadow wi'h the innocent face smiling under her
light wreath of flowers.
"And there was no warning," I kept thinking.

And this is what my imagination made her tell
me:
"No, there was no warning. At least there was

nono wo could understand and feel real fear of.

RK HERALD, SUNDAY, J;
We wero bo sure of our Vesuvius. We had never
doubted it. For some days before the weather was
very hot.but it whs often hot. And there were
heavy, curiou3 clouds hovering about 'the mountaintop; but though wn watched them and spote
to each other about them we wero not afraid.
Clouds always gathered there when there were
storms, But it was very hot and the air
seemed so close and heavy. The morning
of that last flay I felt languid when I awoke,
and I went into the peristyle to see if it would be
cooler. But it seemed even hotter there. The
garlands were drooping and the flowers hung their
heads. They looked so tired and thirsty that I
Rave them some water. And as I went from one to
tlio other I saw that the goldfish in the Piscina
looted tired, too. I went and loosed at them.
Xiiey were so still that at first I was almost afraid
they might bo dead. They scarcely moved at all
and seemed sometimes to ga'-p for breath. While I
was watching them something flew past me and
allgtited at my feet. It came so close that I could
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pretty little bird which soeaifd to hare fallen
frigntened and exhausted. Its feathers were
rullled and it was punting for breath and held its
tiny beak open. It looked at me with such timid
bright eyes as if it wanted me to be kind and
protect it. I think it must have flown
from the mountain and felt the first stilling vapors.
But 1 did not thins of that then. It let me stoop
d wri and take it in my hund gently. It nestled
down in my palm as if it felt comforted a little. 1
smoothed its feathers softly and gave it some
water. It drank, but it would notfeat, and all the
time it looked at me with its timid bright eyes as
if it were asking me a question. I did not try to
keep it prisoner, but it would not leave mo. It
seemed to like best to bo in my hand. It was with
me to the last. I think all the animals were frightenedand felt that something terrible was near.
My little dog was restless and turned round and
round on his bed as if he were afraid to lie down,
and again and again he lifted his head and gavo
long, doleful howls.

HOW ITS TERBOBS CLOSED DOWN.
"The day grew hotter and hotter. I tried to sleep

in the shade of the colonnade, and the little bird
nestled in the folds of my tunic on mv breast. Hut
we neither of us slept, and it kept ruffling its
feathers and oneninij its beak as if to <»et the air.
"And the flowers drooped so that at japt T thought

I would give them more warer to drink. I gave
them aomo and went to look at t'je goldfish again.
I waj standing near them when suddenly X heard a

strange, rumbling sound and felt myself shaken as
if the earth were trembling, the fish were darting
to and fro, the water in their basin was agitated,
my little dog ran cowering to me, and the byd
fluttered wildly about my head. I know what
earthquakes were and 1 puessed this was one, and
turned to run to find my mother. But in a momentthere were awful sounds on every side.
There was the crash of falling halls and roofs
and pillars, and a great darkness seemed to
tome from the mountain.a blackness lighted with
deep, burning red. I looked up where the strange
clouds had been hovering, and there w as a great
tree of fire flaming to the skies. Its trunk was
blackness, but its branches were flame. Then an
awful volume of the blackness rolled over us and
seemed to swallow the city up. I ran screaming to
my mother's rooms. She met me before I reached
tiic'H ana caught my nana in me aarjiness, ana we
ran through the failing vestibulum into the street.
It was filled with shrieking, flying people; on all
sides things were falling, the air was thick wjth
stiliiug vapors, and we were smothered with
heavy showers of hot ashes and scorched with
burning fragments of pumice stone. We could not
see and we could not breathe. I could scarcely cry
out when a house or a temple crumbled near me or
a huge red hot bowlder came Hying from the awful
mountain and fell at my feet.
"We ran hither and hither in the darkness, not

knowing uhere to go; we stumbled over crushed
and dead bodies; the ashes and lapilli came thicker
and thicker. And in the midst of it I had a strange
thought of the beautiful peristylium, with the
garlands and statues and flowers and the goldfish
In the little crystal pool.

"X do not know how long we ran and struggled
over the ruins In our v ay. It could not have been
long, because the ashes came so thickly and
there was no air to breathe, but it seemed as if we
ran to and fro for hours. Then there came
more awful sounds from the mountain, more
flames, more ashes, more stone, and what seemed a

scalding rain. Boiling water was spouting forth
with ail the rest, find mixed with the ashes and
molten stones it fell upon us. I could run no
more, ancl fell writhing on the trembling earth. My
mother would not leave me. She struggled to raise
me and then fell, too. I only remember one thing
more.that X thought how soft and green the
motmtain had been the day before; that I rememb«redthe garlands again aud the thirsty flowers
and frightened goldfish, and I wonderedjwhere the
little bird had gone."
This is what I imagined she told me in the voice

and language of a little girl of to-day. One can
imagine anything and make it seem real to one's
self.even the story of a Door little gray image in
a glass case.all that awful last day left of the child
who had died in Pompeii 1,811 years ago.

FRANCES HODGSON BURNETT.

it- ! yon patience Hiid time to
i,, b!®c_J| blo/rrapby trace ?
% JjjrSgipS Permit mo. I pray tbee, to

Affiik briefly relate
*" if'! « v story quite true Of the curlf$:T/HffvJ&ffii'I is OU3 case

I Of a babe who wns born
Y.'1 r with a singular trait.K\ {n^L^ ^ Nothing less,

> / !r I must confess,
VVJ Than a smile of remarkable

unctuousness.

His history dates from the day of his birth.
When, contrariwise to all infant traditions.

This unit just added one more to the worth
Of the grand aggregate of all sorts and conditions

Of men, and
Silently bland

He asserted no wail should bis now lungs expand.
Tlijo hie nnr«a hnnaut. unnl

Who strengthened by custom full to and spankod
His delicate form to extract her due toll
Iu tbe shape of a cry, but no, ho just thanked

That old nurse
With nothing worse

Than an unctuous smile as a matter of courso.

She scarcely believed her honest old eyes.
Yet ceased her endeavors, for something so queer

In that nlacid wee face with its unctuous guise
To her risible muscles did strongly appeal

And induce
II er to produce

Laughter enough anv nurse to traduce.
For a nurse 'twas behavior exceeding remiss,1
So mamma very feeble inquired what caused

Such levity at u grave crisis like this.
' Look at his face!" nurse gasped, as she paused.

But one look
His mother took

And straightway with laughtor maternally shook.

Papa, liko a dutiful husband, down stairs
In dreadful suspense awaiting the news,

Pricks up his ears, sotto voce declaros.
"What! laughing, poor dear!" then complacently

screws
Up Ills norves
As he observes

"Hysterics is more than Belinda deserves.
'The nurse laughing too! Yes, it is.well, I'm sure!
What on earth is the matter, I must go and see."

With a pit a-par heart he opened tho door;
Then opened his eyes much wider for ha

T(iero espied,
B.v his wife's side,

A baby who smiled at his fatherly pride.
Akin to the forco that links magnet and needlo
Draws ducks to the water and lover to loved,

That baby's phyaoff. from his papa did weedle
An outburt of laughter which certainly proved

That, babe's smile.
Though infantile.

Would from an owl cachination boguil«. n

Complaaency marked that infant's career.
So it followed in course he was taken to church

For roasons and doctrines which make it quite clear
To those who have studied with subtle research

That unless
Varsons babes bless

Their futures are shrouded in dubiousness.
vVith serious mien the parson stands ready
To christen a lamb to the Church's safe fold.

He looks at the unctuous face, and, unsteady.
With laughter so shook he relinquished his hold.

With a crash
That baby's hash

On this earth ho settled by conduct so rash.
'Tis a terrible question, lie died with no name.
And divines ponder sagely concerning h;s fate.

WaH the parson who dropped hira or baby to blame
I'"or quitting this world in an unchristened state?

'Tis a nut
Hard to crack but

Will the kernel show heaven's door opon or shut?
& BLAIU McBiiATH.

CHAMPION GUZZLE!* OF ALL.

It was New Year's Ere and a party of men sat
around a table in a Harlem oaf6. They were washingout memories of the old year with copious
draughts of beer. Gradually the conversation
turned upon the drinking capacities of certain
people.
One man said he knew a fellow in Hoboten who

had drank a quart of lagor without stopping to take
breath. Another dec aied that a mau who lived
next door to him, in Tremont, was able to drink at
least forty glasses a day, and still able to write
his name after draining the last glass.
Others told amazing tales of other prodigious

guzzlers, but all were silenced by a little man. He
saii he could produce a chap who could outdrink
anybody.
"Why," he said, "ho can swallow a bucket (containingabout two gallons) at one sitting."
This statement having been disputed, tlie little

inau oftored to put his champion to the test then
and there. Ho loft tho room, but returned soon
with a stalwart, rotund German.
"Hans," he said, "are you willing to drink a

bucket of beer If I pay for it?"
"I vas villing," he responded, "but I not linow if

I can. Vait a moments and X vill see about it."
Hans went away. In a few minutes ho came

back and announced that he was roady to undergo
the ordeal.
Quickly tho bucket of beer was drawn, and it was

all solid fluid, too. Hans seated himself at a table
and began to drink. lowly the foamy liquid
trickled down the German's throat until he had
drank the last drop. Then he put the bucket on
the table with a ban?, wiped beads of perspiration
from his brow, and lit his pipe with an air of selfsatisfaction.
"Hans," inquired the little man, "why didn't

you drink the beer when you first caine in?"
"Vyl" exclaimed tho German, "I not know I

could drink dot mooch. So X goes me out and
drinks von bucket or beer. Den I knows I knows
vot I could do. bee?"
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PARIS FASHIONS
nr ti ir turn/
ur int. wlliv

Several New Designs for Dresses foi

Receptions and Dinners.

STYLES IN SKATING COSTUMES.

Blue Serge with Galons of Gold and

Toques of Blue and Red Velvet

[From the Paris Edition o! tho Herald.]
Owing to the extreme cold it is only natural that

the past week iias brought out a large proportion
of heavy furs. There is one thing very certain in
this respoct, and that is that seals are no longer
the fashionabla furs, and that fashion over here in
that respect is aiding the wishes of the American
Legislature toward the preservation of the seal
fisheries from total extermination.
Astrakhan, beaver, skunk and sable are all very

much in vogue, and it must be mentioned to the
credit of the furriers that never before have fur
coats and jackets been cut with so much taste. I
forgot to mention, as one of tho most popular of
furs also, tha blue fox, which is certainly a most

pretty and becoming trimming for all jackets
made of cloth, and looks remarkably Boat on a

pretty young figure.
In tho Cercle des Patineurs tne other day the entirerage seemed to be for Astrakhan, but I must

say that there were some pretty examples of what
can be accomplished in the way of stylish garmentswith beaver, sea!, fox and skunk.
As a rule, blue and red velvet together seemed

most in favor with the skaters, and, generallyspeaking,the dark blue servicabie and sensible

FOR A YOUNG LADY.

serge dresses were -worn, relieved with galons o£
gold. Speaking about the toques, a great number
of them were trimmed with small birds nestling
in folds of velvet.
One pretty and uncommon little toque was made

of tissue of gold, veiled over with black tullo, behindwhich was adapted tho mona of the Spanish
toreadors. The mona is a sort of little plaited
chignon, such a9 tho toreadors wear at the back of
their heads. In the case I mention the mona was

of gold pleating, well planted at the back of the
head and attached to the hat.

EVENING J»BE8SES.

I epoke to you last week of the large number o£
evening dresses being ordered by the quantity of
society people who are just now rushing into Paris
in view of the Jour de VAn.
Here is a pretty one. It is of princcsse shape,

green erSpe de Chine embroidered with dots and
trimmed with poppies. The dress, with tho fronts
and backs, open over a centre pieoe of lace, openingin square, forming a sort of chemise gathered
to a head. Braces formed of poppies crossing ovei

the front and at the lower part of the figure,
Catches are at the sides and at the front of the
bosom: sides of the back of the corsage lose themselvesin an overset of drapery, which forms on
eaoh side over the hips. The linings of the front
close at the middle over the lace. Sleeves short
and full.
Yet anothor, and this also of the popular princesseshape, is of maize faille and aubergine velvet,

the trimming of black foathers and gold embroid
ery. The front forms an apron, adjusted by pleats,
open in the form of a corselet festooned over the
top of the corsage of velvet and open in V shape.
The lower part of the front embroidered, and laoe
point over a band of tjghtly drawn velvet and
brought over the point. Black feathers surround
the points. The lining of the front is closed al
the centre and is closed icilll pleats. An Invisible
closing at the front of the corselet. Princesse
baok of silk open in V shape over a kin<t of flat
scarf of velvet. Sides of baok. pleats of skirt furnishedfrom the back. A cordon of embroidery
surrounds the back and rises over the sides to a

height of fifty ceutimotros. Sides of the drese
open over an underskirt of velvet. The sleeves
short, of draped silk, open over an ample centre ol
velvet.
A long dross of blaolc velvet ana changeable silk,

pink and blue. Trimming of old Venetian point.
An apron of brocaded silk, with volant of lacc
forming baldaquin, draped with two bunches oi
velvet. The front of the corsage draped in lacc
over a front of velvet opening in square. A bunch

A DINNER DilEiS.

of velvet on either side. The sleeves short and
full, of brocaded silk. The lining of the fronts
closes at the centre witli h >oks. The back of the
dress, cn print-ease, of velvet, sides of the back providingthe fulnos3 of the train. A boa completes
this costume, and should be made of soft white
feathers.

A BALL PBE5S.
A very pretty ball dress for a yonng girl is made

of white mousselino de sole, trimmed with lace,
and is composed as follows:.The front of the skirt
.nut. <mu ui m'jussoiuio, wnu arapea apron 01 me
same material, surrounded with lace. To the right
an accordion pleat of mousseline framed with
crimped lace. To the left, a lull panel of lace. At
the middle of the back a fan of mousseline accordionpleat. The corsago in point, hollow in the
centre of the front, open and rounded, with a piece
of lace raisinp: itself in a puff at the shoulders. The
back is a single pioco, decollete, drawn close to tho
figure in pleats.

FOR A TOTOG GIRL.
For a young girl a very neat evening dress is

made of dark blue velvet, embroidored with cold
and piece blue silk. A Medicis c liar of passementeriegold and blue. BaclT and sides of back
with little flat basques, the front with catches,
sides and back with similar basques. Tho fronts
Close at the oentre opening in V shape and with
a large open collar. The front straight and crossed
with a drapery of silk, which stops to the right in
a gold buckle. The sleeves full of silk drawn in
with embroidered points of velvet and terminated
with a gauntlet of embroidered velvet. Embroiderysurrounds tho corsage. The skirt of blue silk.

OF STKAW VELVET.
A charming di'6ss for evening wear is in tho princessestyle of straw colored velvet, trimming of

mousseline de soie, embroidered with heavy silk
in ancient style, and a band of auhergine featuers.The front of straw silk, opening irregularly
over a little front of embroidered silk. Tho same
silk forms to the left a rodingote trimmed with
feathers. The feathers frame the opening of the
front and the top of the back, which open in V
shape. A volante is brought to a bead in mousseline,terminating in an apron. Pleats at tho bosom
and pleat marking tho little sides. Back of the

ljE sheet.
dress prineesse of velvet and sides of the back fur!nisUiiig fulness for tho train.

EilPIiiE OBZSF.
An Empire cress is ma, ie of sky blue s:!k

trimmed with siraw fria,:e and ehos«u marabout.
Embroideries of gold. Tho train of piece silk,
trimmed with an embroidered pieco, with two
strips of marabout of straw color. The apron
of embroidered silk. The corsage without
basques, decolleti and rounded with bertlie
of straw. A triple baud of velvet forms the
beil, raiting itself at the front and forming a

pointed corselet tied at tho middle. The back and i
front gathered in the length and drawn iu at the
figure with ribbons. An invisible closing. Tho
lining is flat and composed of a back, sides of
back, front with pleats aud sides of front. At tho
right arm a double bracelet of velvot closed by a
bow,

TOWN DBESS.
A good town dress is mtdft of blue hussar cloth,

trimmed with buttons and cloth piping. A princcssodress of clorh cornnossd of back and sides
of b:ick furnishing tho fulness for the skirt. Tho
front of the corsage is buttolied to tho rijrlit and
imitate* a doublo crossing buttoned. The front of
the skirt is draped and brought back to the bottom
of tho corsage, with a buttxied claw brought back
over tbe hips. On tbe middle ol' tl:o front a but|toned opening stopping in a half skirt. The
sleeves high sboulJered, opening and buttoning
ever the arm. A high collar. Felt hat. trimmed
with Prince of Waies leathers and a bow of velvet
ribbon.

A rusrSBB SBE8S. '

A vory m'ich admired dinner dress is made of a
satin akirt, trimmed over with a lace sliirt of black
lace, sewn over with butterflies of different sizes.
The apron draped with c^ral mousseline de soie.
bordered on the two sides with a row of littlo
feather beads, which rise up to the corsage, where
they form epaulets. A Cleopatra belt and fringe
of jet, making a grand point. We illustrate this
design in our issue of to-day.

A D1NNEB DF.ES3. !
A very neat lifile dinner dress, of which we are

able to give an illustration, Is m;ide of peau de soie,
brocaded with preen eau-de-Nil. The corsage is
laced behind, and forms a panier. A ruche of black
tulle makes a bracelet around the arm, bunches of
green velvet, a coqnilio of black tulle, pleated aucj,
forming a jabot on each side of tbe skirt.

BEHIND A JSCIIEEN IN BEAUTY PAK-
LOBS.

1 laywui auw a. kj iaa^u VArii&u

OHT OF PERSONAL DFFECTS.
"The visible girl is either beautiful or bright or

interesting or stylish, and has ease, aplomb and
wit enough to take care of herself. The invisible
girl is too bashful, timid, ugly, doesn't know what
to wear or what to say, and generally slinks away
in a corner and bemoans her fate or grows bitter
and 'sours on the world.' "The invisible girl Is
the one in whom I am interested and who is my
support," said a very artistio little woman, who
carries on her beautifying business in a very mysteriousway, and is only heard of from flattering
patrons, who tell over teacups or in the abandon
of a slipper and nigligt gown chat, when women
wax confidential, who aad where she is.
"How did you come to think of this unique business?I've often wondered somebody didn't start

it?"
"Well, I've always been a favorite with young

girls, and have always had the reputation of being
artistic audkuowing just what to wear, and I have
told a score or more friends what they should and
what they shouldn't wear, and, finally, when my 1
income failed to meet all my desires, a friend sug-
gested that I should really make a business of my
free giving advice on style and the art of dressing 1

and so on, and half in fun and half in oarnest I £

started in, and I now have a bank account.

"There is somebody now! Bun behind that
screen, and if you dare to move so you'll be heard
just comfort yourself by thinking what death you
would prefer, and be prepared for it when you
come out!"
The door opened and a tall, lanky girl entered

with a timorous air, as if she had sneaked in to
have her iortune told and was ashamed of it.

LEARNING TO HE BEAUTIFUL.
"Miss B told me about you and I thought

I'd like the benefit of your advice. Miss B..
says you know everything."

"Sit down. I shall be glad to help you and lean
easily," said 1he beauty adviser with a reassuring
smile, "i'irst, you are what I call a partly invisiblegirl. You are not beautiful, have" not "a really
good feature, but no really bad one either. Throw
off your jacket. Your neck is very pretty; you
must make the most of it. Your hair is drawn too
closely from your forehead. Bang it nearly to the
crown, no matter what the prevailing style is; you
can never be a stylish girl; but you can ba an exceedinglypicturesque girl, and you in that respect
will nevor go out of stylo, and will not seem to age
quickly if you follow the advice I give you. Curl
your hair in soft ringlets. Let it flutter around
your ears. There, knot your hair like that," said
the beauty advisor, warming to her subject.
"That is an individual knot. It is artistic. It

suits the tir> of your nose; I mean the slant of it.
Your complexion? You are nervous aai bilious.

THE INVISIBLE GIRL.

You drink too much coffee and don't, sleep enough,
Take Roman baths, not Turkish. Do not take vig;oroua exorcise. The 'decomposing exorcises' of
the Delsarte culture will be good for your nervous

temperament* They afford a perfect relaxation aua
will give you repose. I mean by 'repose" a certain
well bred poise in sitting, walking, standing and
entering a room. A surety that your hands and
head and feet will go all right.
"Now, your dress. Take off that blue gray and

nevor wear it again as long as you live. It brings
out every shadow in your face in bold relief. It fpositively seams your faco. If you wear eray at
ali wear silver gray. The lightness in it brightens
your face. Wear a street gown the color of your
hair. There is a faint suggestion of gold in your
hair, so got golden brown. .Line your hat to match
with cardinal velvet or have a rim of cardinal velvetto your turban. It will bring out the warmth
in your hair. A big hat would be becoming, turned
upward from your face ao it will not cast a shadow
over it.

DRESSING TO MATCH ONE'S ETES.
"Your eyos, your eyes," said tne little woman,

meditatively, "are aa-nondescript bine. In the
house wear a dull blue as nearly their shade as you
caa got it. i'or the evening wear a soft crape
gown on a creamy tint, as nearly the tint of your
complexion as you can match it. Have your gown
out or gathered at the neck as a baby's waist is,
and that will show your neck to advantage. Always
havo sorno shoor dainty lace fall against or away
from your nock. Do not. study to make your gowns
strictly in the prevailing fashion; you aro entirely
too slim to stand It. The long, big sleeves are
just made for you.
"Now, your bearing. Lift your chest. Let your

shoulders drop. Take exercises to give you a free
swin;j from the hips. Cosia tics? Well, you must
he careful. Only a stage artist could put rouge on
you as it should be. It would be perilous for you
to dab it on with unstudied care. One oup of oatmealsoaked twenty-lour hours in three cups of
rainwater ana then mixed to a cream with almond
oil would not hurt your skin. Here is the pattern
for your street gown. As soon as you havo it
made come to see me, and I will critic.se it free of
charge. How much aro you indebted? Five dol-
laJ's, if you please." ! ^
The timorous maiden who entered went out with (

a fearless tread and a dull glow of pleasurable ex-
citement on her cheek. cShe could hardly walk fast
enough she was so anxious to go home and put the
advice into practice.
"Are you alive? Come out from behind the

screen. No, tttyin there, and don't you dare to
sneeze or breathe audibly, hero is another patron.
my straw colored girl. 8Wis a good subject.

THE YELLOW G!IU. TaANSiTOKKKD.
"Oh, Miss S , I hardly recognized you."

(Miss 8 of course expanded with pleasure).
"Couldn't wait. I wanted you to sea me in my new

party £ret» I'm going to wear to a New Year's
party. You know you said I would look like a
dream in primrose yellow, and, oil, It is awfully
becoming," and with a joyous flirt of iter hands the
straw colored girl llung off her long cloak and
stepped out in the full light lookiDg delicious
enough to eat. Her blue eyes looked bluer, tne yellowiu her hair beamed.
"Oh, yes, I touched up my hair a bit; only brightenedit. That won't hurt it. Well, what do you

think?" asked the yellow girl, winding a fluily
feather boa of yellow feathers around her throat.
"What do I think? I think you are my fiuest

triumph; you are positively lovely!"
"Just think!" said the yellow girl, carefully pinningup her skir.s and wrapjuug her thioK cloak

around her, "in the society notes the other day I
was described as beautiful! Even pap thinks
I've improved! Never told him, though, what I
did to improve. I don't get a bit blue anymore,
and mamma says 'my disposition is growing bettorwith age,' " and with a rapturous kiss the straw
colored girl lied.
"There! Did you seo her?"
"Yes; I peeked all the time."

'25 H
BENEDICT'S ADTENTURES IS J

A100 SMART COMMOTEB. 1
Proving That the Commuter Who. 1

f^lrnlatfis h Lost.
J

WHERE THINKING IS ERROR.

Better Eow to Fate Like the Dumb,
Driven Cattle You Are.

Benedict's office was in the city, but he resided
n a small suburban town about fifteen miles from
he city.that is, if any town within fifteen miles of
Sew York may be with safety called small.
He was very enthusiastic about the life he was

iving far away from the turmoil of the city, &c.
Note.For the "See." consult spring poets], and he
s-as never tired of bothering his city friends about
-he same.

Ho pooh-poohed at all their objections to anoh a

ife, until somebody drew his attention to the fact
;hat he lost more than two hours a day in coming
from and returning to his place of residence, sarsasticallyremarking that he received no recompensefor this loss excepting the privilege of buynga commutation ticket.
This fact stuck in Benedict's head and began to

^1TC Uilil CUUtllUCiaUiO WUiijf.

6TBUCK BY AN IDEA.

If it wasn't for that one drawback his paradise
jn earth would be perfect. He kept thinking about
t for several weeks, and at last the strain began to
:ell on him. If he could only devise some means

>f utilizing that time to advantage he oould be
lappy again.
Now Benedict, like a great many other people residingout of town, liked to go to the theatre occasionally.But when he did so it made it necessaryfor him to take the midnight train, and as

t consequence he obtained very little sleep on

such nights and would feel quite badly all the
lext day.
One night, while on this midnight train, he be:ameso drowsy that it was impossible for him to

seep his eyes open, so he was carried past his sta;ion,and when he awoke he had to walk back
ibouta mile, and as he did this be remarked to
jimself that he liked exercise, bnt preferred taangit in the day time, and he also thought that
5lue stone was better to walk on than railroad ties.
3ut during this lonely stroll a brilliant idea struck
aim.
"SVhy not sleep on the train and so save that two

lours.
HE STILL SURVIVES.

He always felt sleepy when in the cars, and if he
:ould only wako at the proper time he would be
vll right. He set his mind to work and soon

ivolved in his imagination a piece of mechanism
vhieh he thought would accomplish his purpose.
It consisted of two small, round pieces of steei,

iperated by clockwork. The machine was set in a

nanner similar to an alarm clock, only instead of

inging the two bars would press themselves
igaiust one of the fingers and awaken him noisc-essly,and the^whole thing was only the size of a»

>rdinary watch and could be placed in a vest

pocket.
The next day he explained his invention to a

ilockmaker, and in a very short time the iustrunentwas ready to be used. The illustration will N
sxplain the principle involved.
He had simply to put the watch in the palm of

lis hand and the two bars would be on each side
>f his middle linger, ana the strap around tije
srrist would keep it in that position. He could :set
t for the hour at which he wished to awake. Then
10 might sleep the sleep of the just with t;io
jnowledge that ho would bo awakened at the
proper time. For when the time came the two
Oars were forced together and it was impossible to
sleop with that pressure oil the finger.

eeducikft theori to fbaotice. "

The noxt afternoon be tried it. When he git on
the train he set it for the time he would arrive at
Ills station, and then patiently waited for the result.
Five minutes before he got to his destination tha

bars began to press themselvos against his flatter.
Mid being assured of its success, Benedict went
nearly delirious with joy.
Now ho would sleep on the train and save that t'.vo

hours, the loss of which had worried him so loug,
»nd the last objection of his friends to a residence
in the country would be overcome. But. as ilin
Scottish poet aptly states, "The best laid schemes »'
mice and men Gang aft a-gley."
The next day he sot his chronometer, and pulling

bis hat over his eyes went to sleep In the car.
His first experience m saving time was not very

satisfactory, for during his sleep he had a dream.
"ay. them's the hub."

It was to the eC'ect that he was in his home, reading,and that a cat was scratching and yowi: ig
noisily at his door. lie opened it to frighten the
;at away, but instead of doing so the cat sprang at
tiliii and buried her teeth in his hand.
This happened just as the stoel bars began to

press on his finger, which made the dream s-o
realistic that he jumped up with a loud shout, still
lialf dazed with slumber, and began a scries ot
mtics that were a sight to the beholders.
Several men edged'for the door and the women

began to look as if they would faint, and thai particularcar was quickly getting demoralized by t o

fells of poor Benedict, when a brakeman ran i;i
udgrabbing him by the shoulder held him in A

seat until the station wns reached where he han :ed
tildi over to the police for souug in » disorderly /
manner on tbe oar, at the same time Intimating
;hat ho had been drunk.
The invention had worked like a charm and he had

been put otf at his own station, and it did not talis '

aim long to convince the policeman that he ha i
been dreaming in the car and that this alone v/as
iccountable for his unseemly actions.
Some other people, however, had witnessed his

strange behavior, and the nasi day the whole

I 'I
;own was talking about how disgracefully drunk
Senealct had bean the day before while coming
>ut on the train.
This annoyed Benedict considerably, and the

nore he tried to explain the worse they thought of
liru:
Ho meant to use that machine, though, and it

vorked all right for a whole week, when an »e:identhappened which oaused Benedict to.but X
>nii not anticipate.

RUINOUS SUCCESS.
It was not the fault of the machine, though.

rhat worked all right. It was caused by a miscalculation.Ho had taken a late train, set bis
sand watch, and was duly awakened at the proper
;ime; but wlien he went to the door he found th:;t
:he train had been standing still all the tini'i on
iccount of a wreck abead. Men were talking
ondly, shouting orders, but the train had to staud
still until the wreck was cleared away. A man,
mnrr»»f»h frnm thA dirAfttinn r»f tliA wrflfk. :m..

mo of the brakemen asked him how long it would
;ake to clear it.
"Vow won't be able to go ahead for two hours

ret," he r»p'ied.
Benedict thought he would utilize that time, so

10 wont in the car again and set his watch for one
lour and ahalfThatwas where the miscalculation came in, for
;he wreck was cleared inside of fifteen minutes
Torn that time and Benedict's train continued its
ourney. That particular car belonged to another
:oad and was carried to a junction, where it was
ittaebed to a freight train to be carried to its desolation;consequently when tha pressure on bin
inger again awakened him he was bowling toward
;lio West on a train that made no stons.
How far he went is not known, but when he got 4

sack to that uuburban village a tear glistened iu
lis eyo as he surveyed it, for he told himseif it was
for the last time.
He gathered up his belongings and departed for

;he city, to stay there permanently, and although
ae lungs for the quiet country life every once In a
while the thought of that night ride looms on hia
mind and he becomes contented again.

i


